' And list for the boorn of the cannon
When the tompest has paused for breath:
Where the mad waves are frightfully leap-

ng
There ure men face to face with death.

Then fight your way to the life crew,
Those seamen true and brave,

Who will battle the wildest billowns,
¥Fear not! there are lives to save

May the God who rules above us
Bave to.;nlcht from the storm's wild

Both the sallor and lonely surfman
Patrolling his wreck-strewn path,
=(isorge A. Cowen, in Hoston Transeript.

CHAPTER XV.—CoxTINUED,

A few Inquiries informed him where
Bowers had deposited his source of sup-
plles,, and he watched until the miner
went for a fresh portion one evening.
Rider was helplesaly intoxicated, and
Bowers had been indulging freely him-

self. Ile placed a little pouch contain-
ing uwbout $300 in dust in his pocket,
and reeled out in the darkness without
the faintest thought of danger.

A beavy blow behind the earsuddenly
sent him to his knees, and a palr of
strong hands grasped his throat at the
same moment, but the owner had no
easy tank to ascomplish his object. The
realization of his danger fully sobered
Bowers, and with o stifled curse he tore
the grip from his throat and guined his
feet by main strength.

It was too durk to see his assallant,
but Hank Bowers was no coward, and
instend of attempting to flee or eall for
help, he grappled silently with the
would-be robber,

It did not last long, Onece his arms
were about his enemy, Dowers was
masier of the situation. Inch by inch
he bent the other back until humasdy
endurance could bear no more, and
with a groan the man’s muscles relaxed
and he fell heavily with Bowers on
top of him.

“Struck a snag that time, dido’t yer?*
be demanded, grimly, seating himsell
on the other's breast and holding his
wrists 8o that he could not draw a
weapon.

“Letme up, blast yer!" was the sullen
reply as the man {ried in vain to move,

“Want ter get up? All right, pard.
Jest remember 1've got a gun agin yer
ribs, though, an’ If yerdon't go all quiet
F Il let & holethrough yer!"™

As he spoke he arose nnd allowed the
mantodo likewlse, keeping astout grip
on hiscollar. Then he said, sternly:

“(Go on where I push yer. I want ter
see yer face.”

A short walk brought them to the
tent where Rider and Dowers alept, and
into this the latter conducted his pris-
oner and litacandle.

The light showed the face of a man
about 30 years, with an expression of
ferocity which was revolting, but Bow-
ers surveyed il with satisfaction as he
anked*

v "Well, Mr. Man, what made yer tackle
me? Hard up?™

“YEI."

The fellow gazed at him unflinching-
Iy as he spoke,

“] s'pose yer know [ could come pret-
ty near hevin' yer hung fer this job?”

“Dao it, d—— yer, an' don't talk about
{£." was the prompt reply.

Bowers released his grip, produced a
bottle of liguor from his pocket and
beld it toward his companion, saying:

“Take a drink. You're a man after
my own heart, you be. You an’ I kin
do business, I guess, IHow would yer
Vke ®r lay yer paws on a couple o
bundred thou, all In dugt an’ nuggets?”

“What's that yer saying ?" replied the
man, wiping his mouth on his coal
sleeve as he lowered the bottle, “Are
yer mokin' game of me or what the—"

“Do I look like a chap that fooled 7"
snarled Bowers, angrily, *1 aln’t thet
kind. I know some chaps as has got a
few hupdred pounds o' the yaller stuff
all dug, an' if I had two or three good
men they'd whack up the swag with
me."

“I'm yer man!" exclaimed the other,
looking bim full In the eye. “I aint
seared of a little blood. ['m desperate
and Il joln yer!™

“Know another good man we could
trust?* asked Mowers, “I've got »
white-livered cuss with me as I'm goin'
* cut loose from pretty quick, Three
will be plenty ter do the job."

“Plenty ter divide with, too,
A%t we manage it between us?”

“Courae we kin,” said Bowers, “an’
the fewer in It the better. Twou good
men Is better'n twenty fer such o job.
Wil yer stick ter me, no matier what

Why

w
never went baok on & chum yet,”
wan the reply.
“All right. Now, what's yer name,

A "My name's Turner.” :
. "Wall, Turner, let's flalsh this licker

Wiag” '

dassent leave him behind.

great was the demand.

where the game is ter be played, {;
git one-third of ther awag
thirds., That's fair, sin't t?”

an' I git two-

“I ean’t kick on that.”
“All right. Now we'll git some sleep

an' to-morrer we'll see if thar's any
bhosses ter be got. If I hadn't been o
chump I'd held on ter what I brought
In with me when I come,”

On the following day, however, he
took a different view of the matter, It
would be impossible to start off on the
trip without arcusing the suspicions of

Obed Rider, and Howers decided that he
must be of the party.

“He's just the chap ter split on us if
we happened ter have a scrimmage an’
ther was any fuss here over ft. 1
We'll take
him an' then he'll hev ter keep his
mouth shut when he's in the same boat
with us"

But after two days’ search he was
unable te procure a single horse, so
His gold was
running low besides, and at last he
dared not walt any longer. Each man
took as much provisions as he could
carry on his back, and, early one morn-
ing, they started over the trail, armed
with rifles and revolvers,

When they had proceeded a few miles
on thelr way, Bowers said:

“Now, pards, we're out fer big game
an' we've got ter be mighty smurl]if
we want ter come out all right, We're
likely ter meet some o' the party we're
after any time, They can't tote all their
dust in on thelr backs an' then thar's
that girl. They must hev "bout enufl
by this time an’ they’'ll like enufl send
one o' the men ter Dyea after hosaes
fer the gang. See?"

“That's hoss sense,” replied Turner.
“Wall,” continued Bowers, “we must
keep our eves peeled that we don't let
ourselves be seen by any sech man.
It'1]l spile everything if we do."

It was well for his plans that he did
keep u sharp lookout, for before night
he snw a speck far abhead on the trail
which he knew at onee to be o man, He
was standing on the edge of a plece of
woods, and his companions were behind
him at the time, Stepplog in the shad-
ow of the trees, he explaimed:

*Thar's # man comin’, an' I'll bet it's
one o' them we're after. He may hev
seen me, an' It won't do fer usall ter
hide, He won't know you, Turner. You
keep on an’ pass ther time o" day yyith
him. Yer bound fer the fort, yer know.
Keep right on, an’ we'll hide tid he's
out o' sight, then we'll overtake yer."”

Turner at once wnlked ahead, while
his two companions secreted themselves
in the underbrush. They saw Turner
stop and converse with the strangern
few moments, when the latter drew near
them, and Bowers whispered:

“It's the man they eall Taylor!
goin' after hossessure!”

All unconscious of the proximity of
the two men, Taylor tramped sturdily
on, and was soon out of hearing in the
woods, Then the two left theirambush
and hurried after Turner, who awaited
them far out on the plain,

“What did he say?” inquired Dowers,
eagerly.

“Asked me where 1 was bound an’
whether there was any hosses ter be got
in Dyea,” sald Turner, who never
seemgd to waste a word,

“I knew it1" declared Bowers, “Now
all we've got ter do s find a snug place
this side whar the trall splits an' take
it easy till the dust is under our eyes.
He'll be back pretty quick If he gits
any hosses an' then we won't hev much
longer ter walt.,"

Several days later saw them securely
hidden in o piece of dense woods, bhut
each day was divided into watches,
when they took turns standing on sen-
tinel duty. From o knoll & short dis-
tance from the hut they had built the
trail was visible for fully a mile, and
from daylight to dark they watched it
closely,

Thelr patience was rewarded when,
late one afternoon, they saw Dick Tay-
lor riding along to the north, leading a
siring of horses belilnd him

“Our time is most. up now,” said Bow-
ery, grimly. “He'll feteh the mine by
to-morrer, Them two chaps with him
I've seen round Dyea. They're rich
chaps, I've heard. He's picked 'em up
an' is goin® ter sell out.”

“How many will there be of them 7
asked Turner, "an' how's the trick ter
be done when they git here? D'yer
reckon a regular holdup, or what 7

“We might do it in thet way,” sald
Dowers, “an’ stan' the risk o' gltiin’
wiped out, but it won't do ter risk it.
There'll be too many of "em. I've got a
scheme I'm goin' ter spring on ‘em.
Let's git back under cover an' I'll tell
yet what it is."

When they reached thelr rude shel-
ter and lighted thelr pipes he outlined
his plan as follows:

Upon sighting the party Rider was to
conceal himaelf in the woods near the
hut. Bowers himself was to remaln in
the hut on the boughs which served
him for a bed, while Turner’s part was
1o meet the travelers and play the role
of a decoy.

“They all know my phiz,” sald Bow-
ers, “an' gome o' them knows Rider.
You are the only one they don't know,
Of course, Taylor will remember meet-
in® yer the other day when he was goin’
In, an' yer can tell him you've met a
chap as Is shot himself by mistake, an’
is nlmost dead. Ask one of 'em fer
vome an' see if there's any chance fer
him, or sawmthin® like that. One of ‘em
is sure ter come, an' when he gits in-
spide the shanty we kin hald him up
darned quick.”

“Hut what about the rest of them?"
asked Rider.

“Why, yer chump, when this one
don't come back it's ten ter one thet
another feller'll come lookin® arter
him, an' we'll fix him too. Then if the
rest don’t vome we'll go out with aur
guns il of a sudden an’ hold ‘em up.
We'll take all thar guns an' horsea an’
light out liveiy fer Dawson City.

Ill‘.h

They!l be sure we've gone ter Dyeann’

gusy. See

“Great head,”
tiously, while even Rider began to be
impressed with the clever scheme, It
was also a great relief to know that
there was to be no blooedshed, for, bad
as he was, he had not-the heart for such
deeds when he was sober.

After carefully discussing every
phase of their villalnous plot and ar-
ranging the detalls the trio stretebed
themselves on thelr rude beds and were
soon sleeping as soundly as though no
gullt rested on their minds,

CHAPTER XVL
ROBBED.

All unconscious of the snare ahead of
them, the suceessful gold hunters rode
cheerfully along over the trall, themr
gold secured on theiranimals and thelr
bearts filled with natural thanksglving
at thelr suceess, They were rich—rich
beyond their wildest hopes, and it had
all been done in o few short weeks,

They had registered their clalms in
Dyea, but there was considerable doubt
whether they were located In American
or Britlsh territory, as the boundary
line was not exactly known, This, how-
ever, bad been fairly explained to the
purchasers, who declared their willing-
ness to take the risk. This they eould
well afford to do, for they had bought
the claims for about one-quarter their
actunl value, and were well aware of
the fact. They had only to register
them in Dawson also to muke them-
selves safe.

Thelr progress was necessarily slow,
for each horse carried not only a rider,
but a large amount of gold as well
Where the trail was very rough the men
were forced to dismount at times, so
that it was nearly night on the second
day when the party drew near the piece
of woods where Hank Bowers and his
rascally confederates were hidden

Taylor was leading the way as they
reached the first trees, where already
the lengthening shadows were stretch-
ing mcross the trall, The others were
strogglingalong behind bim, while Tom
and Clara Avery rode side by side in
the rear,

In fact this had already become his
usual place, and his devotion was so

** 'Well; what made yor tackle me?'*

apparent that the others had come to
regard it os a foregone conclusion that
the young couple had met thelr fate in
each other,

Taylor was some ten yards ahead of
his party when suddenly & man hur-
ried out of the woods nt his left and
enme directly toward him, shouting:

“Stranger! Hold on!"

Checking in his horse, Taylor allowed
the man to reach his horse's gide and
then exclaimed:

“Who are you and
want?™

Iy thig time the rest of the party had
reached the spot and halted.

“There’s n man back in the woods a
little way here that Is hurt bad,” re-
plied the newecomer, “Won't one o' yer
come an' if sumthin' ean’t be did
fer him? He'sin a bad way,"

Taylor locked hard at the stranger,
He was apparent]ly about 40 years old,
rather tall, a sear across his thin nose,
which made his eyes seem close to-
gether. 1t was not a face 1o ingpire
confldence, but Dick Tll}:l)t' had notthe
slightest suspicion of danger as he
nsked:

“Who is the man and where did be
come from? What's the matter with
him?"

“He's a sallor sort of a ehap an® his
horse throwed him, he says. Then his
pardner skipped off an’ left him ter kick
ther bucket alone,"”

As the man spoke Taylorsuddenly re-
membered his face,

“Dido’t T meet you not long ago on
this trall?” he demanded.

With a well-assumed air of surprise
the man drew pnearer and stared at him
a moment, then exelaimed:

“Right yer are, stranger! Yer was
boun' fer Dyen nfoot an' I was comin’
this way. Didn’t know yer at first, Yes.
I got "long here an® found this feller
most dead. 1 knoeked up a sort of n
shanty In the bush an® got him Into It,
but he's dyln® sure's yer born.”

what do you

[T

“What's hix name?" asked Avery,
“and who ls he?™
“Says bin name's Rider., Obed—"

e

“Obed Rider!™ erled Tom and the
gecond mate, simultaneously.

“That's it! D'yer know him?™ asked
the stranger, looking at them with well-
felgned surprise,

“The scoupdrel!™ erled Tom, jumping
from his horse, “"Come, Green, let's go
anid see if it is really him!"™

But Avery spoke up at this point and
said:

“Hold on, boys! Don't go rushing off
like that! 1 don't take much stock in
this story. Suppose it is some sori of
a trap? Hemember what we are taking
with w."

“It's ail right, boss,” urged the new-
comer. “You needn’t be scared o' one
man. This Rider begged me ter stay
with him an' I hadn’t ther heard ter

lr(‘ﬂﬂr‘ﬁﬁn(‘!\ﬁ to get out into active life

Pobject of living, that upon which he

—

leave him. I wouldnt [earve & dog tes
die In the bush alone, If yer don't wanm
ter come, all right, but I yer was
men enuff fer that. I'm goin' back ter
bhim. He may be dead by this time,”

“Where does your man say bhe's
from?" demanded Tom, his anger melt-
ing away as he thought of his enemy
dying miserably by himself in this wil-
derness.

“He says he's from Dyea, He hada
pardoer named Butters or some such
name, He's out of his head sometimes
an' goes on 'bout a lot o' gold an® how
some one's goin® ter git held npan'sech
nonsense, Then he's got yome papers
an’ all he thinks about when he sees "em
is some gold mipne an' s chap named
Beott.”

“That settles it!" eried Tom. “Come
on, Green, we'll go.”

Without walting to hear another word
the man torned on his heel and led the
way smong the stunted pines from
whence he had emerged. Tom and
Green followed him and the rest dis-
mounted to await their return,

[T0 BE conTINURD ]

MAN NEVER SATISFIED.

The Perversity of Humnu Natare
Cropas Out Even Under the Most
Advaningecus Clreumsinnces.

How true It is that what man cannot
get he desires most. From the little
lad of a few summers, to the aged gen-
tleman of 80 years, there is no ons to
whom this truth does not apply. The
boy sees a toy and he wants one like it,
The world will never be right with him,
he thinks, until he has a jack-in-the-box
like that of his playmate whom hia
mother takes him to visit once in
awhile, and then its glory fades, and he
must needs have & sct of blocks and
build houses with them. He builds
bouses for n brief space, then sees
something else and wants that, Dreases

—_— -

must soon give way to short trousers or
he will never be satisfied. He is finally
put Into short trousers and for a few
days he is quite the proudest creature
in the houschold. DBut the pleasure he
gets in thinking what a man he is soon
gives way to his desire to go to school;
that is followed by his anxiety to get
out of school and to college. But a few
years of college life, notwithstanding
its freedom from care, and its delight-
ful friendships, cannot keep away the

and to become a man of the wotld, tak-

ing part in its struggles and its
progress, And then ambitions of one
‘kind or another come 1o him and bhe

strives and strives in this direction or in
that until he has sttained his desire,
But the attainment thercol does not
bring with it the happiness he had an-
ticipated. He must become rich, or he
must make an artist, or o physician, or
a literary man out of himself. DBuat
when he has done so there seems to be
just as great a distance as before be-
tween him and his long-pursued happl
neas. And thus it goes the whole life
through, one thing following another,
and each one seeming to be the great

must center all his energies. This is
“divine unrest,"—Detroit Free Press,

WHEN FEET MADE HISTORY.

Nismarcek's Anger at French Wome
en Who Launghed nt His
Wife.

Princess Dismapck changed the po-
litieal history of France unwittingly,
and but for her the Franco-Prussian
war might never have existed. Women
create history when they least suspect
themselves of crention, and they alter
a destiny when most unmindful of
their deed, Dismarck was untriendly
to Frunce, but Empress Fugen ¢ hoped
with her beauty to Influenee him so
that the little trouble with France and
Germany might be smoothed over. She
therefore invited the German prince
and his wife to visit the court of
Pranee, and I'rince and Princess Dis-
morek urrived In great stute at the
Tuileries,

That evening there was a grand re-
ception and Eugenie received the
guests in o gown which made her so
ravishingly lovely that even [Irince
Bismarck, German, stolid and in love
with his wife, stood and gazed upon her
with ndmiration. And Eugenie was
not slow to observe the effect of her
benuty upon him, BShe salled him to
her side, and Bismarck came, with his
wife upon his arm.

Now, P'rincess Dismarck was tall and
gaunt and ugly, and her feet were gen
erous. As she walked she showed »
grent deal of sole,

While Nismarck stood talking with
Eugenie an audible titter was heard
along the line of ladies. Bismarck, whe
was qulek ns a flagh, followed the
glance of their eyes and saw them rest
upon the feet of his wife,

That settled the matter. The polit
ieal history of France was altered from
that moment. A yenr Iater when Paris
waa hesleged Dismarek himself fired o
cannon over the ramparts and those
who were nenar him heard him shout:
“Take that for the feet of Princess Lils |
marek!"” The slight was avenged.—
Philudelphin Press,

Four Hashands, byt Ne Bigamise

The marrying of four husbands, be
ing tried for bignmy nnd yet to eseapt
the c¢lutehes of the law Is not & very
common occurrence. A  Blackpoo
womnn married her fourth husband
and wnas tried for bigamy, beenuse liet
third Lusband wnas nlive at the time
but she proved that her first husband
whom she had legal grovnds for sup
posing dead when she snacried her seo
ond, waas really alive when she marvied
the third, making that uniun lovalid
and ihe marrlage of tha fourth valid
which goes to prove that the maxin
that two wrongs do not make one righ

rate, ~Paris

d t apply in Ish Jaw, st em)
oes not a Eng!

PLAYING ALONE,

I have some bullding-blocks, and play
The Jolllest games with them all day.
I plle them high upon the table,

And muke the mighty Tower of Bahel;
And then I balld & raflway train,

With coal for freight and bags of grain.
I'm passenger and englneer,

And I'm conductor, too—that's gqueer!
But when I play alone, you see,

I am obliged to be nll three!

I bulld a church, with pews and cholr,
And on the top a slender apirn;

And muke a temple on the plan

Of one that stands In far Japan,

Just like the pleture which 1 took
¥From out my last year's Chrisimas book.

1 bulid a eastle, grand and tall,
Burrounded by n thick, high wall;
Btorehouses, too—a solld block:

And once I bullt » great, wide dock,
And poured some wutor in a pall,

On which my paper ship could aall,
And made belleve It was a mea,

Oh, tnat was fun ¢nough for ma!

If you have blocks and toys YOUr ow s,
*Tis not so bad to play alone!
=Woodson 8t George, In Youth's Compan.

ton.

UNIQUE-FOUR-IN-HAND.

New Jersey Glrls Nave Tralned Some
Turtle Pets to Deaw o Dall's
Carringe,

There are four girls in New Bruns-
wick, N. J., who devoted a good part of
their lelsure time to rearing and train-
ing turtles. They have about three
doren of them now, and of these four
were so intelligent that they were
trained to do all manner of queer
things. Among other things they were
harnessed together like a four-in-hand
and made to draw adoll’s baby enrringe.

The girls have now arrived at that age
when they begin to think of doing up
their kair, letting down their skirts and
golng to parties, and though they hate
very much to give up their pets they
begin to find them something of a bar-
den. The mere matter of feeding them
is in itgelf a big tusk. These repliles
eat most anything, but they have a

TURTLES DRAWING CAR-

RIAGE

DOLL

particular liking for snails and worms,

and, like grown people, (hey can aequire
a taste for almost anything,

Last summer, when strawberries
were plentiful, these three dozen turtles
made away with two quaris of them,
nund then, by way of an entree, they
digposed of 217 angleworms which a
boy had been specinlly hired to dig for
them. So you see, catering to a turtle is
not the ensiest thing In the world.

When cold weather comes on, just
before frost, these queer 'l(|~ wriggle
thelr way down into the soft ground
as though it were quicksand, until they
nre from view.
There they remain untll spring thowy

completely  hidden
evervthing, when they onece more re-
appear,—N. Y, Herald,

ANIMAL LIFE-SAVERS.
How n Fot l'un)_;u‘rll Mis Master

from Drownlng and o Cat Res-
cuecdk Her Mistress,

An Interesting Ineident wons that in
which o pet pony was the direct means
of saving his young from
drowning. The two had bBeen out to-
gether far somé miles for the usual
morning ride, and on the return jours
ney rode through some fields, wherein
were some jee-covered pounds,  These
the venturesome lad attempted to
¢ross, but in the center of the largest
the joe gave way, and both pony and
rider were lmmersed, The pony
serambled out somehow, amd gained
the ground; but returned to the ald of
its youpg master, who, hy holding
tightly to its ample mane,
dragged, safely to shore,

In ancther notable incident a young

muasier

wius

girl wad rescued from what might
have been o drendful death by the
action of a pet kitten. The two had

wandered from thelr cottage home
into the woods, where the curious
girl had inspected the hollow trunk
of an old oak tree from the tap end,
and in ro doing had slipped down into
the deep eavity, and was unable to
extrieate herself therefrom. The kit-
ten, which appeared to understand the
trouble of its youthful mistress, re-
tuened home, and mewed piteousty un-
til It lodueed a member of the famlly
to go with it to the woixl, where the
enuse of its distress soon beenme up-
paretit, Help was soon fortheoming,
and the girl was saved from what
might otherwlse have been a lying
death.

Ununtinfactory,

Beowells~Ilave you read my
book, Mine Hrisny ?

Misi Lrisay-—How ean you ask such
# guestion, Mr, Beowells? Belleve me,
I lost no tme doing that.--Brooklyn
Life.

last

. ¥ .
— ¥

il 4

Whose Memory Is Honored In &
Kentucky Family.

Woodlund, Ky, is the of an
oil painting, the subject of which has
an extraordinary history. The paint
ing depicts a Newfoundlund dog stund-
ing near the open doorway of a pioneer
cabin, This dog, "Tom™ hy nawme, was
the property of Mrs. Gilbert's grand-
father, Peter Patrick, and, with the lat-
ter, figured in the early lndian wars
in Ohio and Kentueky., He was In the
battle of the Sandusky, In which Col.
Crawford was defeated; in Gen, Harm-
er's defeat st old Chillicothe; in Gen.
St. Clair's defeat, and In Anthony
Wayne's great and vietorious battle on
the Maumee, “Tom,” though wounds

TOM, THE INDIAN FIGHTER.

cd many times, livad to n great nge, and
to his death was n beloved and honored
member of his master’s family., He
despised an Indian, and it is snid many
a red man fell a victim to his leroclous
attacks,

The last engagement in which “Tom"
figured was probably in 17056, when a
band of Indians attucked a small set-
tlement of whites in the enstern pors
iltim of Nelson counnty, In this attack
many of the settlers were massacred
nod a number were made captives and
taken to the Indian 1towns In Ohlo,

During this fight “Tom and his
master did yeoman service, but final-
Iy, seeing that all the odds wers
angainst them, they fled to the dense
forest surrounding the settlement.
They were pursued, however, by a
l‘lll]llll‘ of Indian warrlors and san en-
connter took plnce,

“Tom" sprang upon one of the In-
dians, and notwithstanding the latter
wie 0 brawny fellow, soon made short
work of him. The dog’s master, Peter
Patrick, had not been =0 fortunnte.
His sddversary had elosed in upon him

and had nearly overpowered him. At
this juncture the faithiul dog at-
tacked the Indian from the rear, The

latter turned upon the animal and
struck him a vicious blow upon the
head with his tomahawk. This mo-
mentiury diversion gave Patrick an ad-
vantage, and he drove his knife to
the hilt in the Indinn’s heart, killing
him jnstantly. “Tom" and his mas-
ter then soceceded In moking their
way to Lynn's fort, and in time Pat-

rick beeame an honored ceitizen of
Nolan ecounty. *“*Tom,” though he
lived for several years afterward,

never fully recovered from the effects
of the blow he received at the hands
of the Indiun.

The pieture of this remarkable dog
here shown was photographed from
the painting in the possession of the
Mire, Gilbert, Loulsville
Courler<Journal,

THE BITER BITTEN.

venerahle

Coen, n Mischlevons Sonth
Ameriean Monkey, Lost His
Long, Graeefal Tall,

How

In South Ameriea there onee lived
u young who
spent his thoe in playing pranks, and
perpetrating  eruelties upon his
friends and neighbors in the forest.
All the animals feared him so much
that they organized picket service.

The birds turns In perching
upon the high branches of the trees,

monkey noamed Cooo,

CYer

tonk

|all sides,

||wti‘ln'-l,

andwhenever the young monkey made
his nppearance shrill cries of “Look
lere comes Cocol' resounded on
Ho he goon found himsell
deprived of his necustofmed pleasyre—
thie plagning and tortaring of anlmals
sminller and wenker thun himsaelf,

One afternoon, however, he thoughd
he saw one of the sentinels asleep on
the brunch of o tree that overliung a
stream, He stealthily approached,
gluncing from pight to lefy, but there
wis not o ery of alarm.

“At lnst 1 shall avenge
thought Coco.

He elimbwed lnl[-u'll'vlnh' to the ‘Ilp of
the tree, and, hanging by the end of
his tall, let himself oarefully down to
the braneh on which the bird wans
woae o huge gray bind,
Coco bl
one  puaw

out]

mynell,”

It
enormons  benk,
and with

with an
anesd  himself

| seized the bird's taill and pulled out

nll the fenthers,

The bird sereamed and the monkey
lnughed, but the Inngh was suddenly
cut short. The bird, at first stupefled
by the sudden attack, quickly recov-
ered Itself, and, turning, It hit Coon's
tall off.  Howling with pain Coeo fell
into the water.

As he limped sorrowfully home he
was greeted on nll sldes by the hiss-
ingof serpents and the mocking langh-
ter of birds, e mother dressed the
stump of the tall, and tried to couns
sole him for his loss by planning the
fine revenge they would have,

“Xo! no!" said Covo; “they might
eut off the little that remalos of my
tall the next thoe”™

The lesson hid been profitable, The
bird's tail grew out again, but Coco's
remonined short; snd he wns always
sad, for he wan very ugly without his
long, graceful tall—Civcipved Ebn
guirer,
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Newfoundiand of Ploneer Days ':h':'

Mrs. Mattie Gilbert, living near
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